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RAY PALMER 


My Faith Looks Up to Thee 

( OLIVET 6,6 ; 4, 6, 6, 6,4,) 


LOWELL MASON 
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My Country ’tis of Thee 

(AMERICA 6s, 4s,) 


SAMUEL F. SMITH 


JOHN BULL 















































































































































































































How Firm sl Foundation 

(PORTUGUESE HYMN 11s) 
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ANON 1752 
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Crown Him with Many Crowns 


MATTHEW BRIDGES 


( DIADEMATA S.M.D.) 


GEO. J. ELVEY 
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All People that on Earth do Dwell 

(OLD HUNDREDTH L.M.) 

WILLIAM KETHE 


LOUIS BOURGEOIS 



1. All peo-pie that on earth do dwell, Sing: to the Lord with cheer f ul ^ 01 “; ^ 

2. Know that the Lord is God in-deed;With- out our aid He did us m^e^e 
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4. For why? the Lord our God is good. His mer- cy is for - ev- er sure. Hi 



serve with mirth,His praise forth tell,Come ye be - fore Him 

are His flock, He did us feed, And for His sheep He 

laud, and bless His name al-ways, For it is seem-ly 
truth at all times firm - ly stood, And shall from age to 

Si 


and re - jAice, 
doth us take. 
so to do. 
age en - dure. 

A S7 



Blest be the Tie that Binds 
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All Hail the Power of Jesus’ Name 

(CORONATION C.M. 6 LINES) 

EDWARD PERRONET OLIVER HOLDEN 











































































































































































































































































A Mighty Fortress Is Our God 

( EIN’ FESTE BURG. P.M.) 

M.L.,tr. F.H.HEDGE MARTIN LUTHER 



17 ^ 




powr are 
oth His 
can en - 


great, And, arm’d with cru-el hate, On earth is not his e 

name, From age to age the same, And He must win the bat 

dure! For lo! his doom is sure. One lit- tie word shall fell 


they may kill: Gods truth a - bid-eth still, His king-dom is for 


ev 

















































































































































































































































62 


CHARLES WESLEY 


Come. Thou Almighty King* 

( ITALIAN HYMN. 6, 6,4 6,6, 6 4.) 


FELICE GIARDINI 













































































































































































































































































Speed Away 


FANNY J. CROSBY 
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Onward, Christain Soldiers 

(ST. GERTRUDE 6s, 5s, D. WITH REF) 

SABINE BARING-GOULD ' ARTHUR S. SULLIVAN 
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O God,Our Help in Ages Past 

(DOWNS C.M.) 

ISAAC WATTS LOWELL MASON 
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Battle Hymn of the Republic 


JULIA WARD HOWE 


Air: JOHN BROWN’S BODY 




loosed the fate-ful lightning - of His ter - ri-ble swift sword, His truth is marching - on. 

read His righteous sentence by the dim and flar-ing - lamps, His day is marching - on. 

He - ro,bom of wom-an, crush the ser-pent with His heel, Since God is marching- on. 

swift, my soul, to an-swer Him! be ju - bi-lant,my feet! Our God is marching - on. 

died to make men ho - ly, let us die to make ijien free, While God is marching - on. 
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One Sweetly Solemn Thought 
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The Last Rose of Summer 


THOMAS MOORE 
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Stars 

HENRY W. LONGFELLOW 


of the Summer Night 

SERENADE 


Andante moderato 




Repeat 


_ . 2 3 

Farewell, ladies; fare well,ladies; Sweet dreams, ladies; sweet dreams, ladies; 

Farewell,ladies ; were going- to leave you now. Sweet dreams ladies; we're going* to leave you now. 

Merrily, etc. Merrily, etc. 

Used by arrangement with Oliver Ditson Co., Boston, Mass. 





























































































































































































































Auld Lang Syne 
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ROBERT BURNS 



1 «vJn„iri anirt smuaintance be for-got And never brought to mind?Should aid aequaintan 
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Translated from the German by L. C. ELSON 

Andante 

1st & 2nd TENOR 


Soldier’s Farewell 

poco riten , 


JOHANNA KINKEL 
Crescendo e poco txcrel. al f 


isBipe 



1. How can I bear to leave thee? One parting kiss I give thee; And thenwhateer be -falls me, I 

2. Ne’er more may I be-holdthee, Or to this heart en-fold thee; With spear and pennon glancing, I 

3 I think of thee with long-ing, Think thou when tears are throfiging,That with my last faint sighing, 111 

Rt & m bass ==- p —' TP i i Pi /I 
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Tempo I tranquillo e molto espress , 

P. Pi „ I 




go where honor calls me. Fare - well .fare-well, my own true love.FareweU.iarewe^myowntnie ove. 
see the foe advancing, Fare - well,fare-well, my own true tove.fhrewell.fareweU.my owntrne ove. 
whisper soft while dying, Fare - well,fare-well, my own true love, Farewell .farew^jty o^rue tove. 



Used by arrangement with Oliver Ditson Company, Boston, Mass 
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The Battle Cry of Freedom 


GEORGE F. ROOT 
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CHORUS 




Bohunkus 


l.Ttlere was a farm-er had two sons, And these two sons were brothers; 

2 Now these two boys had suits of clothes And they were made for Sun-day; 

3. Now these two boys to the thea-trew'ent,When - ev-er they saw fit; 

4. Now 1 these two boys are dead and gone Long- may their ash - es rest! 

5. Now, these two boys their sto - ry told, And they did tell it well: 


j j ^ j jj ji—j j l—j 1 ^ 

_ ^ h _ _ _r T,. nmfi rrf Vi -or s 


hunk - us was the 
hunk - us wore his 
hunk - us in the 
hunk - us of the 
hunk - us he to 


name of one, _ 
ev - ry day, , 
gal - Iry sat Jo 
chol - era died' . 
heav - en went; ^ 


se - phus 

WES 

the 

oth-ers* 

se phus 

his 

on 

Mon-day. 

se - phus 

in 

the 

pit. ■ 

se- phus 

by 

re 

quest. 

se - phus 

-m —- v 

he 

to 


kf, 


















































































































































































































































74 


We’re Tenting- To-Night 

WALTER KITTREDGE 
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1. We’re tent-ing to-night on the old camp ground, Give us a song* to cheer Our 

2. A^’ve beentent-ing to-night on the old campground, Think-ing of days gone by. Of the 

3. We are tired of war on the old camp ground, Ma - ny are dead and gone, Of the 

4. Weve been fighting to-day on the old camp ground, Ma-ny are ly - ing near; 
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Ma - ny are the heartsthat are wea-ry to-night, Wish-ing for the war to cease; 
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Tent- ing- to -night, tenting od the old camp ground. 

Dy-ing- to night, {Omit .) Dy-ing on the old camp ground. 
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Old Folks At Home 
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S. C. FOSTER 
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